" Here he is, this is Murray." Beatrice had just time to think, "he seems very popular, they evidently all like him," when the step stopped at the door, a key was fitted into the lock, the door opened, and Beatrice, looking up with everyone else, found her eyes resting upon the familiar, though only twice seen, figure of her " ghost."
She did not blush this time ; instead, she went very pale, and although she at once lowered her eyes, she was conscious that he had seen and was looking at her. There was a bustle of greeting and welcome, during which she sat pale and silent, as yet too overwhelmed to make any effort to shake off the strange feeling which oppressed her. The question of where and when they would meet again was conclusively answered. Then someone spoke to her, and she heard her name and Murray's spoken in quick succession. They were evidently being introduced, and she bowed slightly, and received an equally slight inclination of the head from him.
After that, he turned away without speaking, accepted a cup of tea, and entered into conversation with the secretary, leaving Beatrice " " I should, but I would not presume to advise you, and I know just how you will feel. If you don't have the explanation you will wish you had done, and if you do you will wish you hadn't." And with this sibylline utterance she returned to her book.
( To be continued.)
